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beauty is lost in the heap, and all taste sacrificed for the
mere sake of ostentatious display; so, in India, I have
observed women whose legs were covered with huge
circles of gold and silver from the instep nearly to the
knee, and their arms similarly hooped round almost to
the elbow. The jingle made by these ornaments
striking against one another gives ample warning of a
woman's approach; a circumstance which has probably
led to the notion that this custom of attaching, as it were,
a set of bells to the heels of the ladies, may have been an
institution of jealousy devised by the husbands of those
warm latitudes to aid their researches after their gadding
spouses. I cannot say how this theory squares with
history; but I have never heard any hypothesis equally
good to account for the still more ridiculous, not to say
cruel, custom of covering the legs and arms of their poor
little children with these rings. I have seen a girl three
years old so loaded with them that she could not walk or
hold out her arms; and I once counted no fewer than
twenty heavy gold chains on a child's neck, besides
such numbers of rings on its arms and legs that the
little thing looked more like an armadillo of the picture-
books than a human being. Such is the passion of
some Hindoo parents for this practice, that I have been
assured they often convert their whole wordily sub-
stance into this most useless form of the precious metals,
and thus transform their progeny into a sort of money-
chest. Small happiness is it for these innocent
wretches, however, who, as the head police-magistrate
informed me, are not infrequently murdered for the
sake of the property they carry about with them.

I have before remarked, that when a traveller is first
thrown into such a scene as I have here alluded to,
although his enjoyment certainly is very great, there
often comes across him a feeling of hopelessness, when
he admits to himself his total inability to record one
hundredth, one millionth part, I may say of the
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